RECOLLECTIONS OF A PLAYER
time. I was in my berth nearly all the time, eating little and suffering much. Toward the end of the voyage my father insisted on taking me from my berth and getting me up on deck. He had to carry me in his arms to do so. I must have been a wretched spectacle, as I had not been able to shave for four weeks. Many who knew not of my presence on board were startled at my appearance, regarding me, I have no doubt, as some Yander-decken, or monster of the deep. The weather was then cairn and beautiful, so, to a certain extent, I was benefited by the change ; but toward evening it began to blow, and, my former symptoms returning, I was glad again to seek the seclusion of my bunk. If the ship had been fated to go to the bottom, and I fully cognizant of the fact, the realization would not have caused me much anxiety. At this time it was brought home to me that I had been lucky to escape when I did not succeed, as a boy, in making the sea my business. But as all things come to an end, so did this voyage.
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